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MADAM, 


\ HAV E had already the pleaſure of 3 a to your; 
J the principal incidents of the following tale. — At that time 
J promiſed to ſend it you, by the firſt favourable opportunity, 
in a, (pardon my preſumptian) I had almoſt. ſaid, poetical dreſs. 
I have now endeavoured to fulfil that engagement, and ſubmit 
it to your peruſal with reſpect, being confident that what your 
judgment might condemn) ” youf:g60dA4nature will excuſe. 
I accidentally met with the Epiſtolæ Hoelianz whilſt in Spain. 
In one of his letters Mr. H. ſtrongly recommends to his friend A 
Ben Fabnſon, the ſubject of the unhappy love of COUCY, as * 
« Rich materials out of which a curious web might-be formed.” 
I have not ſeeb all Ben Johnſon's writings, but believe he never 
undertook it; indeed, his ſarcaſtic turn of mind ſeems to have 
been but ill adapted to the rendering happily the diſtreſſes of the. 
finer feelings. 
To you, whoſe ſoftneſs of diſpoſition can feel the ating pang 
of pity for the ſorrows of thoſe who have been long ſince dead, , 
I need to make no apology why I ſend you this — 


« For ſeldom ſhall you hear a tale 1 
« So ſad, fo tender, yet ſo true. 


However 


( = ) - 
5 — - 


However unpleaſingly I may have told it, the events in it will 


be farther proofs (if thoſe were neceſſary) of the influence of 


love over the human. heart ; of that paſſion which either conſti- 


tutes our ſupreme felicity, or makes us the moſt miſerable of 
beings. 


It is not me, it is no trivial writer, it is Bur FON 
himſelf who paſſionately exclaims : ** Amour, ame de la nature! 
Principe inepuiſable de notre exiſtence ! Pourquoi faites vous tou- 
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COUCY and ADELAIDE. 
| n STORY. 


Fo RM'D for each ſoft ſenſation of the heart, 
In others griefs to bear a willing part, CR * | | 
The throb of woe, the figh of pain to ſhare, | > 
Or ſooth the anguiſh of corroding care, | 0.0 2 


7 


Mild as the breathings of the ſummer's gale, 
Your ſoul ſtill melting to a tender tale, 

Will you, fair Anna, your attention lend 1 
To theſe unpoliſh' d numbers which I ſend? 9 
If a fond ſtory of fictitious woe 
| Cauſe from your eyes the pearly rears to flow j 
. | 


6 


If of Ss. Preux you ſhare the madd ning — 
As wand'ring wild deſpairing of relief, 


In diſtant iſles he nurs'd a hopeleſs flame, 

And Lone Fernandez tehickd Juin s name: 
Ill-fated Perrarch's hapleſs paſſion mourn, 

Or weep with CxarLoTTe o'er her Wer's urn; 
Then ſhall poor Covcr's re dowd your heart, 
Tho' plainly told and unadorned by art. 

But why ſhould 1 thus dwell on others woes 
When my own breaſt ſhall never know repoſe ? 
By friends abandon'd, exil'd from my home, 
Unhappy wanderer---thro' the world I roam, 
Faint are my numbers to deſcribe each ſcene 
Of varied miſery in which I've been. | 
Now languiſhing on Mlentejo's ſtrand, _ 
Where the broad Tajo cleaves the yellow Gals 


Now parch' d beneath the ſummer ſuns of Sraix, 


Where rapid *Betis ruſhes to the main; 


. ® The ancient name of the River Cuadalquivie. 


Now 


F 
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Now ſick ning, ſad, by wayward fate purſu'd 

Where Barrameda's towers o'erhan g the flood; 
Now midſt the horrors of the Celtic deep 

In Brumal ſtorms nocturnal vigils keep. 

Preſumptuous fancy] to the future blind, 

Why didſt thou vainly whiſper to my mind 

% Anna will deign thy ardent vows to bleſs ;" 


<« Her eyes proclaim it---nay, her lips confeſs.” 


Now ſunk for ever, and in endleſs night | i | 


Are all my airy dreams of fond delight ; 


For me no ſtar ſhall ſhed its chearing rays, 


No hope of glory gilds my bitter days; 


I, doom'd the fickly prey of anxious care, 
Tread the dark round of deſolate deſpair. 


O fair, and gentle as the vernal morn, 


When riſing flow'rs th empurpled hills adorn, 


When thro' the dewy vales the Zephyrs play, 
And breathe freſh incenſe on the coming day | 


688.9 


Theſe wild effuſions of my pen excuſe 

Which recollected now its theme purſues. 
Wurz winding Szing thro' Norman valleys leads. 
His ſtreams that wanton midſt the lilly'd meads, 
Amongſt the youths who bore the faireſt name 
Brave Cover might the foremoſt praiſes claim ; 
To honour train'd, in virtue”s precepts bred, 
Pure and unſpotted was the life he led; 

Of manners gentle, and of noble blood, 

Belov'd and reverenc'd by the wiſe and good, 
His guileleſs heart one ruling power obey'd. 
Proud of the favour of a matchleſs maid. 

Fair ADELAIDE in ev'ry beauty bleſs'd, 

Of every rare accompliſhment poſſeſt, 

Queen of the Song and Miſtreſs of the Dance, 
She ſhone the lovelieſt of the dames of France. 
In early life each others worth they knew, 


As like twin roſes on one bed they grew 7 


cs) 

Where all conſpir'd'to fan their mutual flame f 

Near were their dwellings, all their pon the wu 

If Aulus appeat d upoiy the green; * 
Soon by her fide was faithful Chuey feen 33 
And oft, when ſpring her op ning pleaſures my” anon 
With her the ſong, the ſprightly dance he led; e, 
Pleas'd with the paſſion ſhe alone inſpir'd, 

No other ſuitor Adelaide defir' d.ʃ 

That facred' paſſion filled her lover's heart, 

There pride and intereſt found no vacant part. 
Forgetting all his father's martial praiſe,” 

With. her alone he wiſh'd to ſpend his days; 

In Coucy's hall the uſeleſs armour hung, 

His lance was ruſted, and his bow unſtrung. «1 a 
Repairing frequent to the ſecret ſhade, | | 
By chaſte and pure affection holy made, 


NE 2 % : 
The mutual vow they fondly” intetchatige;, © * © 
That time or died 1mftance ſhould not eftrange' 
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6 1 Each from the other; nor ſhould force divide 
The ſilken bands by inclination ty d. 
There whilſt his breaſt with boundleſs rapture glow * Il 


F pon her lover Adelaide beſtow d, 
From the bright ringlets of her ſhining hair, 


A bracelet fram'd with ſkill, and wrought with care 


By her own hands the myſtic braids were wove, 


„ 
— — — * 


The guardian amulet of faithful love: 
Wreath'd round his arm the flattering gift * wears, 
And to the future blind no danger fears. 
Ah! who ſecure within himſelf ſhall fay 
Pleas'd with the proſpect youth's gay hopes diſplay, 


| When yet unvers'd in man's pernicious guile, 


The face of nature wears a tempting ſmile ? 


« As pure ſhall be the motives of my deed, 
* 80 will I thro' the paths of life ſucceed.” - 


O | never be the human mindelate, 


Unthought-of ills, unſcen misfortunes wait 


On ev'ry ſtage of man's precarious ſtate. 
| Unconſcious 
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5 . 
Unconſcious of the ruin which impends 
His hours in fruitleſs pray'r the lover ſpend, 
That © heaven would haſten th auſpicious day 
Which ſhould his fair one to his arms convey, 
And chides each tardy minutes” dull delay.” 

For him, alas | that day did never rife, 

He, like a flower untimely blaſted, dies. 

By chance, as hunting in a neighb'ring field, 
Claremont's rich heir fair Adelaide beheld ; 
Claremont's rich heir---lord of a vaſt domain, | 
The dreaded chief and tyrant of the plain ; - 

He ſaw---and lov'd; with ſtrong deſire poflcſs ds 
To pow rs parental he his ſuit addreſs'd ; | 
Parental pow'rs which, oft miſguided, drive 
The child to ruin whom they wiſh to thrive, 


| Diſplay 'd his wealth, his father's name and pow „ 


And of his future bride the ſplendid dower, 
For her ſhould Claremunt's turrets higher riſe, 


And what with Claremont now in grandeur vies? 


The. 


To break the promiſe which before they gave, 
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The glitt ring baits their {fiſh ſouls enſlave, 


And meanly ſell their beauteous daughter's charme, 

Conſign'd to miſery in a ruffianꝰs arma — 

Unhappy Coucy I little wealth was thine, 

Save the long honours of a noble line A} 

A heart each meaner ſentiment. N 1 | 

And the rich treaſure of exhauſtleſs "ON unt | 
Soon did her fire to Arlelaide expoſe Wald | 

His purpoſe, dooming her to laſting: woes ;, 

Soon did her mother urge the fond: requeſt, 

And ſtrive to fill with pride her gentle breaſt ;, 

Pourtray'd the ſplendor of her future ſtate, | 

How ſome would envy, and how ſome would hate; 

Topics. which {till delight the female mind.. 

(A light, capricious, and inconſtant kind); 

But themes like. theſe on Adelaide were loſt, 

Her boſom could. more generous paſſions boaſt, 


Could 


Shi 
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Could all the vanity of wealth deſpiſe, 
And with true wifdom truth and honour prize. 
She told her love, her plighted vows ſhe told, 
Yet, torpid age was deaf to all but gold; 
And when ſeducing arguments had fail'd, 
Their terrifying threats at length prevail'd : 
The maid' reluctant. to the altar led, 
And dragg'd her trembling to the bridal bed 

O, blaſted be his hopes of ſoft delight, 
Who baſely ſeizes on another's right ! 
Ungenerous Claremont play'd a robber's part, 
And took her hand, whilſt Coucy had her heart. 
In tears the bride her; hapleſs hours conſum d, 
No more ſhe flouriſh'd: and no more ſhe bloom'di;, 
The ſoftening ſorrow on her ſpirits preys, 
And waſting languor marks her tedious days; 
For ever baniſh'd: from her Coucy's ſight, 
Sad was cach morn; and doubly ſad each night. 


D Vain 
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Vain every plan her ardent huſband try'd 
Jo wake her fondneſs, or to rouze her pride; 
Not all his warmeſt fancy could invent 
Remov'd that gloomy veil of diſcontent, 

Which o'er her form continued a threw, 
Whilſt from her faded cheeks the rofes flew. 

As thus with inward grief ſhe pin'd and mourn'd 
The deſperate lover with wild fury burn'd, 
And by the impulſe of hot paſſion led, 

He threatens quick revenge on Claremont's head ; 
When wand'ring rumour to his ear convey'd 
That Adelaide had all her vows betray'd, 

He hears---he ſtarts--- he rages---and he grieves, 
Then of her love ſecure, he difkelidves. 

In hopes, in fears, in wild conjectures toſt, 

Till in dire certainty his doubts are loſt; 

When from herſelf this fatal billet came, | 


Mark'd with her well-known ſeal, her well-known name. 
| « Adieu 


In:) 


c Adieu, my love, fate tears me from thy ſide, 


* 


Compell'd a mourning and unwilling bride; 
<« Yet, if Jever to thy heart was dear, 


« From every act of raſh revenge forbear, 


U 


* 


Let not thy fury taint my ſpotleſs fame, 


0 


* 


Nor ſtain of Adelaide the unhappy name.” 


Thus dreadfully convinc'd---yet, thus reſtrain'd, 


He mourn'd in ſecret, and alone complain'd ; 
The ſtruggling paſſions in his ſoul repreſt, 
With conſtant anguiſh fill'd his glowing breaſt, 


7 


Now France appear'd diſguſting to his fight, | 


And every ſcene that uſed to give delight. 

How could he his unhappy ſtate repair, 

Or calm the throbbing pang, of ceaſeleſs care: 

The ſword of honour he reſoly'd to wield, 

And with freſh enigns deck his father's ſhield. 
By recent conqueſt puſh'd to boundleſs pride, 

The Ottomans Hungaria's K. ing defy'd ; 


Pour d | 


6 
Pour'd o'er his provinces their dreaded arms, 
And ſhook each neighb'ring'realm with dire alarms z 
O'er Tranſylvania ſpread the ruin far, 
There roam'd the ravage, andthere bled the war, 
On Buva's* walls the Turkiſh banners flew,--- 
To Buda's walls the love of glory drew; io 1 
Clad in bright armour many a gallant peer 
Thoſe Turkiſh flags from Buda's' walls to tear. g 
J here the fierce Pacha, whoſe undaunted mind 
Scorn'd by ſurrounding hoſts to be confin d., 
Laviſh of life and prodigali'of blood, 
With deſperate fury all their force withſtood, 
Vain were their efforts, all their proweſs fail'd;, 


The happier ſtars of Sol vMAN preyail'd ;, 


* Solyman the Magnificent, taking ad vantage of the youth of Lewis 


King of Hungary, who was then a child, in the year 1521 ihvaded his 
dominions, and took Belgrade by. ſtorm in 1526. He alſo took Buda by 
aſſault, with gfeat laughter ; it was, however, ſhortly after retaken by the 
Marquis of Brandenburgh. But being again ſtormed by the Turks the year 
following, it was beſieged, but fruitleſsly, a ſecond time by the Marquis in 
1529, Which, it is probable, was the ſiege here alluded to. 
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That Solyman, whoſe potent name alone 

Gave added luſtre to the Turkiſh throne; 

Till fondly doating in his hoary age, 

He meanly yielded to a woman's rage : 

Stain'd all the former glories of his life, 

And ſlew a Son, to pleaſe a worthleſs Wife / 

THiTHER his way the mourning Coucy bends ; 

One veteran ſervant on his ſteps attends, 

The old companion of his father's wars, 

Whoſe conſtancy was ſhown by num'rous ſcars ; 

Who with long tales the tedious way beguiles 

Of hard-fought battles, and of martial toils ; 

What chiefs renown'd the Gallie ſquadrons led, 

How great they conquer'd, and how brave they bled! 

Inſpir'd his Maſter's breaſt with hopes of fame, 

Rous'd by the potent charm of glory's name. 

Sooth'd by the proſpect of the warriour's praiſe, A | 

Ihe call of honour freely he obeys,— | - 7 | 
| E 
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Yet, tho' determin'd thus from France he went, 
On Adelaide his parting thoughts were bent. 
As he from far Claremont's proud tow'rs ſurvey'd, 


Whoſe pomp their owner's haughtineſs diſplay'd, 


Spontaneous thus, ſuperior to controul, 

Broke the effuſions of his inmoſt ſoul. _— 

e Adieu to F rance, to Adelaide adieu 

«& And all my happineſs on quitting you; 
Can fighting fields, and barbarous tumults, pleaſe 
& A heart devoted once to love and peace ?” 
Yet, ſtern neceſſity ordains it fo ; 

To fighting fields and purpled plains I go, 

The different forms of varied death to brave, 
And court an early, an untimely grave ; 

To mount the breach, to ruſh upon the ſpear, 
Famine, fatigue, and thirſt content to bear; 
At toil or danger I ſhould ne'er repine, 


Small are your evils when compar'd with mine, 


As when of old, by valiant Godfrey led, 


And to his merit pleas'd attention give. 


( 19 ) 
He ccas'd---for grief ſuppreſs'd his falt'ring tongue, 
Whilſt on his lips th'. unfiniſh'd accents hung. 
Then fad and filent he purſu'd his way, 
Nor toil nor peril could his courſe delay; 
Thro' pathleſs deſarts, and thro' foreſts vaſt, 
Amidſt ſurrounding deaths he fearleſs paſt ; 
His faithful follower all his dangers ſhares, 
And by his converſe lulls his maſter's cares. 
---Unharm'd they travell'd, unmoleſted join'd 
The camp, where Europe's choſen chiefs combin'd, 
In ev'ry part of martial ſkill renown'd,  # 
The walls of Buda then encompaſs d round; L 
By glory warm'd; by zeal to fury fir'd, 
An equal ardor all the troops inſpir'd. 


Beneath the Croſs the Chᷣriſtian armies bled, \ 
Bold Coucy's ſervice gladly they receive,” 7905 


Soon in fierce combat was that merit ſhown, 
Nor were his name and anceſtry unknown ; 

His unaſſuming worth acquires him friends, 
Thro' all the Jegions his renown extends. 
Prompt to reſolve, and eager to ſucceed, 

In ev'ry enterprize and hardy deed, 

He leads the van ; he bears the palm away, 
And ſhines th' acknowledg'd champion of the days 
Around his head her radiance Glory throws, 

And bids her laurels deck his youthful brows. 
Alas | how empty are the charms of fame! 
Gladly would he her envy'd gifts diſclaim, _ 

The pomp and circumſtance of war diſown, 

The ſhout of triumph and the warriour's crown, 
With her he lov'd to ſpend his happier hours, 
And mingle ſweet diſcourſe in peaceful bow'rs z 
On her his fancy ſtill reverted dwells, 

Oſt of her beauties to each chief he tells; 


They 


(6) 

They hear and pity, oft with moiſten'd eye; 
And frequent heave the ſympathetic ſigh. 

When with the labours of the day oppreſt 
His fellow-ſoldiers ſought a tranſient reſt, 
And calm and ſtill remain the wearied foe, 
( Counting each anxious interval of woe ) 
Amidſt the tents the lonely Coucy ſtray d, 
T' indulge the grief that on his vitals prey d; 
Wandering dejected, whereſo'er he went, 
To his firſt paſſion ſtill his thoughts were bent; 
About him ill the gifts of love he Ends, 
Her vows he hears,---his arm her bracelet binds. 
Whilſt yet the morning linger'd in the Eaſt, 
His mad defpair thus wildly he expreſt, 
Melting in fondneſs at each tender thought, 
By paitiful memory to his fancy brought. ; 
„How ill the noiſe of martial pomp repays ' | i] 
he loſs of joys which-mark'd my earlier days; 10 

| "120 « Whilſt 
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Whilſt from my ſoul's beſt wiſhes baniſh'd far, 
I ftrive to brandiſh the red ſword of | war, 
And fancy vainly that the battle's rage 
My more diſtracted boſom will aſſwage: 
O, Adelaide / tho' loſt for ever, dear— 
Tho' raviſh'd from me, mine---tho' diſtant, near ; 
Still in the inmoſt portion of my. heart 
Thy lov'd idea fills the better part— 
Yet, Adelaide, can'ſt thou with Claremont live? 
Thy ſacred ſelf to one unworthy give? 
And waſte in dalliance ſoft and looſe delight, 
With him the joyous day, the rapt'rous night? 
Can'ſt thou, unpitying, no compaſſion feel 
For haplefs Coucy who, now ſheath'd in ſteel, 
In foreign climes an early grave demands, 


And ſeeks a ſpeedy death from barbarous hands ? 


* O, no---lI ſee thee---more diſtracting thought] 


£c 


Thy gentle heart with ceaſeleſs anguiſh-fraught ; 


From 


( 23 } 


& From all thy hopes by cruel parents torn, 


«& Dejected, weeping, pallid, and forlorn !” 
; Thus he in ſoft complaints conſum d the night, 

And now the morning ſheds her purple light ; 

Bright in the Orient her firſt glories riſe, 

And quick advancing overſpread the ſkies ; 

Before the Sun his golden head had rear'd, 

And with ſuperior radiance clad appear'd, 

The furious Moſlems ſal ly from the town, 

Urg'd by the hopes of conqueſt and renown, 

Or by a glorious death to gain their prophet's crown. 
Their valiant tribes with eager haſte diſplay | 
Their bloody enſigns ſtreaming to the day; 

The blaze of ſabres ſheds a glare around, 

Dwells on the air the drum's redoubling ſound; 
Shrill blows the clarion's ſpirit- ſtirring ſtrain, 
And Alla, Alla, echoes o'er the plain. 
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Their mingled bands ruſh on with dreadful cties; 


Whilſt thro' the Chriſtian camp confuſion flies, 
Struck with the ſudden terror of ſurprize. 
Awhile they flew, and plunder'd unreftrain'd; 
And ſavage vengeance all triumphant reign'd;. 
Bu: ſoon the chieftains; with recover d mind, 
Oppos'd their fury, and the battle join'd ; 
Auſtria's brave ſons, Caſtillia's daring knights, 
And Brandenburgh long exercis'd in fights,, 

In glorious panoply their lives expoſe, 

And with reverted ruin whelm their foes ; 
Where the victorious Creſcent proudly waves, 
The dauntleſs Cover every danger braves 

To ſtop its progreſs and, beyond diſmay, 
He turns the fortune of the dubious day. 

On the thick phalanx, on the preſs he flies, 
And by his ſword the mighty Azem dies; 
Nor him alone not to one act confin'd,. 


His gallant deeds ſuit his ſuperior mind; 


F 
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His valiant friends, by great examples fir d. 


To praiſe diſtinguiſh'd as his own aſpir d: 
The Turkiſh legions weary'd with the fight, 
Now ſought for ſafety in a haſty flight; 

As eager Coucy heedleſsly purſ u'd, 

Fix'd in his breaſt a Tartar's jav' lin ſtood; 

He reels,---he bleeds | alas, he fainting falls--- 
On Adelaide his dying ſpirit calls,--- 

So end thy glories, poor unhappy youth, 

In griefs unequall'd as unmatch'd in truth ! 
His faithful ſoldiers raiſe him from the ground, 
Bear to his tent and ſtrive to ſtanch his wound; 
Their cares awhile approaching death delay'd, 
In broken accents thus he feebly ſaid, 
« My friends, I feel the certain hand of death, 
«© And unreluctant can reſign my breath 


ce Say but, when you ſhall Coucy's fortune tell, 
C He died a ſoldier, and in arms he fell! 
G 
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Now---all withdraw, fave him whoſe conſtant care 
ce In all my perils ſtill has borne a ſhare, 


A 


Whilſt I employ the minutes fate allows 
« To pay my promiſe, and acquit my vows.” 


The drooping ſoldiers ſilently retir'd ; 


Him whom his valu'd maſter had deſir'd 


Alone remain'd, and o'er the blood-ſtain'd bed, 


In ſpeechleſs anguiſh, hung his hoary head. 
With the red drops that trickled from his breaſt 


The dying Coucy wrote his laſt requeſt, 


In incoherent words to her he lov'd addreſt. 
% Guiltleſs may Adelaide theſe lines receive, 


ce The laſt offence that I can ever give. 


«© No more need Claremont injur'd Coucy dread, 


Or be ſuſpicious of a rival dead.--- 
& Accept, I pray thee, this torn heart of mine, 
ce It always beat in uniſon to thine ;--- 


Thro' life no other miſtreſs has it known, 


* 


+" 


Let it in death be thine, and thine alone. 
5 With 


„ 
« With it I ſend thy valu'd gift of love; 
(% Which in ſweet fondneſs, in that favour'd grove 
«© Where oft our mutual vows we ratify'd, 
© Ere fate and Claremont tore thee from my fide). 
© Thou bad'ſt me in remembrance ever wear--- 


© That facred gift no other arm muſt bear ;---""_ 


* 


* 


« More would I ſay, but from my flacken'd veins 


« Of life's warm current flow the laſt remains. 
« Thoꝰ our malicious fortune could deny 

© Me thine to live---yet thine alone I die.” 
He dropp'd the pen, his feeble hands refuſe 
Their former functions and their wonted uſe : 
Then faintly turning, rais'd his languid eye 
To him who ſtood in filent forrow by: 

As thou haſt always faithfully obey d, 

& To all my orders due obſervance paid, 

© So mult thou now fulfil what I require, 


« And punctually perform my laſt defire,--- 
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As ſoon as thou perceiv'ſt my breath is gone, 
Take out my heart -I charge thee be it done; 

« Which when by fire thou haſt to duſt calcin d. 

Place in this caſket, with this bracelet join'd 6 N 20 

“Next, in the grave ſee thou thy maſter laid, 

And to my name the ſoldier's honours paid. 

cc. Then haſte and bear to Claremont's beauteous dame 

This laſt ſad token of my hapleſs lame; 

The letter too. -Nay, ſoldier, ceaſe thy tears, 

„They ill become thy function or thy years.“ 

—He ſaid, and ſwooning fix d his cloſing eye, 

And quite exhauſted breath'd his lateſt ſigh. 

His faithful ſervant did the painful part, 

And from his boſom took the conſtant heart . 

Then the dead warrior to the grave convey d, 

Which near the crimſon ſpot he fell, was made. 

With ſolemn pomp his funeral rites were kept, 


Around his corſe th' aſſembled leaders wept z 
And 


139 
And as his riſing worth might juſtly claim, 
Gave the due honours-of a ſoldier's name. 


T his duty done, another yet remains, 


. The friend of Cauey quits th Hungarian Plain, 


Fully reſolv'd his orders to obey; 

To Claremont's tow'rs he bent his lonely way. 
There, whilſt in battle Coucy ſought his fate, 

( Condemn'd to bear the huſband of her hate ) 

The gentle Adelaide, who pin'd in thought, 

To whom each moment freſh affliction brought, 


Sigh'd for his abſence, for his danger fear dd, 


Jo heav'n for him her ſecret pray'rs preferr d: 
Her grief continued, wounded Claremont's pride ; 
But {kill'd by fraud his jealous doubts to hide, 
With deep diſſembling to diſguiſe his heart, 

And veil his purpoſe with inſidious art; 

Oft, with affected pity and concern, 

He ſtrove the ſecret of her ſoul to learn; 

H 
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Now ſooths, now flatters, no his vows repeat. 


But tears and ſtifled: ſigbs are all he meet. bi 
Upon a fatal inauſpicious; day, rtr 6 
As to his fav'rite chace he.took; his-way,.. , 


— 


A num'rous train attending by his ſide, 

| Slaves of his hire, or vaſſals of his pride, 
He met an aged man with look diſtreſt. 
The badge of Couęy ſhining on his brealt ; $ bamboo) \ 
The fight of that awakes his ſmother d ire... 
Then in his boſom blaz d the jealous fire: 
Of him he ſternly aſks, from whence he came, 


5 And what his buſineſs, what his maſter's name? 
And ſpeak the truth, he cries, or elſe I ſwear 
« That certain ruin waits thy being tiene? vc ia 3 
« Alas!” the weary traveller reply'd,. 15; 
= « In diſtant lands, in arms, my maſter died;. | 
- « When nobly ſoaring to the heighths of ſame : 
T * And martial-glory,---Covcy was his name, 


11 F hither 


« 
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I hither came his wiſhes to ful fili. 
And pay my laſt obedience to his will ; - + - - - 
Where Claremont's turrets riſe in grandeur gay, | 
I haſte theſe ſad memorials to convey, 
His dying hands committed to my care, 
To be deliver'd to his fav'rite fair. 1 
This taſk be mine, ſaid Claremont, give them me, 
I for thy preſent frankneſs ſet thee free; 
But know, if henceforth thou art ever found 
Within. the bounds of this forbidden ground, 
Thou dy'ſt t---Reſign thy charge without delay, 
Then from my preſence ſpeed thee far away. 


Th' aſtoniſh'd man his ſacred charge reſign d, 
(The cruel plan of Claremont undevin d:) 


Then haſtes to ſpread among the neighb'ring vale, 


Of his unhappy Lord the piteous tale. 


Straight in his ſoul infernal vengeance role ;, 


When Claremont firſt the letter did diſcloſe, 


Pet 


1 
Yet early train'd in ev'ry kind of guile, 
His practis'd face wore thro' the day a ſmile. 
In his accuſtom'd ſports that day he ſpends 
But early parting from his humble friends, ö 
He haſtens home, and with a ſerious loo 
The chief of his domeſtics thus beſpoke : 
6 This ev ning let thy well- iy d ſkill j prepare 


“ From theſe rich powders, delicate and rare, 


10 Something peculiar grateful to the taſte, 


c 


With ev'ry choice, and curious flavor grac'd ; 

« But take eſpecial heed that none be loft, 
For great the value is, and large the coſt. 

Co ſaying, gives the caſket which contains 

of Cover's faithful heart the poor remains ; 
Then to his wiſe's apartment he repairs, 02 

And tries, by flatt'ring words, to ſooth her cares, 
As droops fond Clytie when Apollo s rays 


Meet not her eager and enamour d gaze; 


1 
So droop'd the tender, ſad, declining fair, 
Her grief conceal d now rip ning to deſpair; 
Her pallid cheek upon her arm reclin' d, 
Spoke the deep anguiſh of her woe-worn mind. 
Her with inſidious words, he thus addreſs d, 


With feign'd affection as her hand he preſs d: 


Long have I mark d with deep concern thy grief, 


40 Vainly endeayour'd long for thy relief ; 
© The pow'rs of med'cine have in vain eſſay d, 
And call'd the ſons of ſcience to thine aid ; 


«© Nor yet exhauſted is the healing art, 


A 


<« It yet can potent remedies impart, 


© To ſtay the ſpreading progreſs of diſeaſe, 


c 


*. 


And tranquillize the troubled mind to peace ; 3 
« This panacean potion which I give, 

«© This healing cordial, drink, my love, and live.“ 
Soon as prepar'd, he order'd to be brought, 

In a rich goblet, this commended draught, 
Pregnant with death and with deſtruction fraught. 


I 


He 
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( 34 ) 
He ſtraight preſents her with the fatal cup, 
She faintly ſmil'd and trembling drank it up. 
Highly refreſh'd, recover d half ſhe ſeems,, 
And in her eyes returning luſtre beams; 
Then importunately ſhe aſks to know, 
4 What is this potion. which can ſoften woe P 
c Which can the ebbing ſprings of life renew, 
ct And to deſpondency bright proſpects ſhew.??””” 
« I will,” ſaid Claremont, © grant thee thy defire 3. 


Then beck'ning his domeſtics to retire, . 


He all himſelf reſumes, and frowning ſtern, 


4 I have not now thy falſity to learn,” 
He cries 3 * perfidious woman as thou art, 


6 e enn d thy much-lov'd Covcr's heart. 


Then to her eyes unfolds the tender note 


The dying Coucy with his blood had wrote; 
And certain ſignal that he was no more, 


He ſhews the bracelet. which her lover wore.. 
9 | Son 


1 
Joon as the fatal ſecret was reveal d, AY 
Her limbs grew motionleſs, her blood congeal'd';; 
Pale as th' inanimated marble grown, 5 
Like job? ſhe ſeem'd, when turn'd to ſtone. 
Silent with horror thus ſhe long appear'd, 
Then with her hands and eyes to heaven uprear'd z | 
No other food,” th' unhappy lady faid, 5 
* Shall ever on this precious food be laid; 
No force ſhall. more our mingled hearts disjoin, 
« Henceforth,. brave Cover, I am wholly thine.” 
As Claremont view'd her with remorſe and dread,, 
she fainting on the couch reclin'd' her head; 
That friendly couch did all her griefs compoſe, 
For from that bed of death no more ſhe roſe. 
CLAREMONT;. too late, lamented. o'er the dead, 
The fruitleſs tears of vain repentance ſhed :: 
Such reparation as he could he made, 
And in a ſumptuous tomb her relics laid; 
And, poor atonement | her ſad ſtory told,. 
stamp' d in applauding verſe, and characters of gold. 


( 86 ) 
ir my weak numbers have but feebly ftrove 
To tell the miſeries of luckleſs love, 
What ills awaited her whom parents ſold 
For the vain glare of proftituted gold; 
When, as unus'd to ſoar to heights ſublime, 
Deſcription falters in my languid rhyme, 
| Unconſcious of the poet's powerful art 
To pleaſe the judgment, or affect the heart; 
---Yet, if fair Anna ſhall approve the ſtrain, 
Smooth flows my verſe, nor is it try'd in vain ; 
Again ſhall joy this drooping heart illume, 
Again my mind her long-loſt peace reſume; 
Fancy again ſhall paint my coming days 
In all the rich luxuriancy of praiſe ; 
Shall bid Arcadia's bliſsful ſcenes renew, 
And bring all Eden forward to the view; 
Bid Cexts' gifts the fertile fields adorn, 
And Amaltbea ſhake her plenteous horn; 
The virtues beam round our enlighten'd youth, 
And Love with garlands deck the ſhrines of Truth. 
Y FIN14 
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